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THE LADY OF THE LAKE. 


A reverend gentleman, named Hammersley, resid- 
ing on the borders of one of the beautiful Cumber- 
land Lakes, wasawoke a few nights since by a vio- 
lent knocking at the street door. Alarmed by the 
arrival of a visitor so unexpected at such an hour, 
the reverend gentleman himself went to the door, 
where he found a rustic, who apologized for his in- 
trusion, by tellinghim that an apparently young lady 
was sailing in a small boat on the lake, totally un- 
accompanied, and that he considered from so unusual 
a circumstance, that the poor lady was not right in 
her mind. The reverend gentleman, with great hu- 
manity, immediately put his own little wherry in 
requisition, and proceeded in search of the mysteri- 
ous object. The night being moonlight, he soon 
espied her under the lee of a neighboring island, 
when, as he neared her, he distinctly heard the 
wild notes of a favorite mountain air, which she, ap. 
parently heedlessly, was chaunting. On getting 
nearer to her, he soon discovered, from her disordered 
dress, that the peasant was right in his surmises. He 
approached her with the greatest good nature, and 
atlempted to get from her an explanation of her 
mysterious appearance in such a situation, at such an 
hour; but she replied to his interrogatories with 
the archness and evasion often peculiar to persons of 
deranged intellect. With considerable difficuity, the 
divine prevailed on her to accompany him to his 
home, where she was kindly received by his wife, 
and every attention paid her which her melancholy 
situation and the dictates of humanity prescribed.— 
The following day her friends came into the village 
in search of her, and she was restored to them amidst 
tears of joy and gratitude. It appears that her hus- 
band was a naval officer, who fell in battle at the 
storming of Algiers under Lord Exmouth, and that 
he was peculiarly attached to the little island near 
which she had been discovered, and where often 
she accompanied him during his life-time on little 
parties of pleasure. She was under the care of 
friencls, but had in the dead of wight contrived to 
elude their pursuit, and to get to the siill much 
cherished spot.—Lon. pap 
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THE VEGETATIVE PISTOL, 
Court of Requests. 


O’Reius.y vs. FAGAN.—This case came on to be 
heard before the Commissioners on Saturday last, 
and excited a good deal of amusement in a very 
crowded Court. We have obtained an aceurate 
short-hand report of the proceedings. 








Crier. Tim O'Reilly! Here your Onor ! 

Crier. Larry Fagan! 

Larry. Aint I under your nose ? 

Crier. Come into Court! and the plaintiff and 


defendant entered, each taking his sconce by the 
forelock, and dragging it down as an apology for an 
obedience. 

Cowmissioner. Well! Mr. O'Reilly, wh&t have 
you to say against Mr. Fagan? = 6 8p ae 

Tim. A great dale, your Onor. | 

Com. Make it as short as you can, Mr. O’Réilly, 
for we have abundance of business this morning . 
How was this debt of 39s. 11d incutred ? 

Tim. Devil aa incur there’s in it, plase your 
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Oner ; bekese its the price of a fo wling-piece of} Com. Now, do go on, Mr. O'Reilly, you weut out 


mine that he has, and! can’t get it out of his clutches 


by nomeans atall.. 
Com. Did you lend it to him? 


Tim. Devila lend your Onor. 

Com. Did you sell it to him ? 

Tim. Devila sell your Reverence. 

Com. Come, then, tell us all about it. 

Tim. And that I will your worship, (and he | 


wiped his mouth, and pulled up his unmentionables. ) 
You must know, your Worship, that this man, that 
is to say, Larry Fagan here’s Father and mine were 
gossips, and lived at Scullabogue, m lreland. 

Com. At where? 

Tim. At Scullabogue, to be sure your Onor. 

Com. lm afraid] should eplit my skull if 1 were 
to havethat name te repeat very ofien, 

Tim. Devil a spl.t, your Onor, °tisn’t a little 
thing that ’d split that. (A laugh.) 

Com. Go on, if you please. 


Tim. It’s I that will, your Onor, Larry Fagan’s 
father that’s there: no, he’s not here neither, bekase 
he’s dead ; but Larry’s father comes in one day to 
my father that’s dead too; and says he * Tim,’ for 
my father was a Tim before me, * is it yourself that'd 
lend me your gun to shoot old grumpy ;’ that was 
the name of a sow of his, your Reverenee, bekase } 
think she’s dying ef ouldage, and I’d just put her 
out of her misery ;’ * Faith and to be sure | will. said 
my father that was, but the devil a powder or shot 
IT have.” Never mind that, says old Fagan, God 
rest his soul, powther or no powther, Ill be bound 
Pildo for her; and with that my Father gives him 
the gun from off the mantle, where | remember it 
from the hour of my birth, and out he goes; well, 
your Onor, | thought I'd folly him to see the sow 
shot, and out I goes too. 


Com. What! then he went to shoot the pig 
without powder or shot. 


Tim. It’s truth you spake, your Oner ; and I went 
to see him. 

Com. And did he shoot the pig without ammu- 
nition ? 

Tim. It’s he thatdid. (Loud laughter in Court.) 

Crier. Order! order! among them are people as 


is laughing ! 

Com. Go on, Mr, O'Reilly if you please. 

Tim. Where was 1? You put me out, and I fore 
got what I was say ing. 


Mr. Fagan, the defendant, here dryly said, * liars 
ought to have good mimmories.’ 

Tim. Turning towards Fagan, ‘ Who do you call 
a liar, you spalpeen ? I'd be after painting your 
countenance for a farthing. 

Com, 
ing. Goon if you please, you were just shooting 
the pig without powder or shot. 

Tim. So I was your Onor (aside—and turning with 
a_ scowl towards Fagan, * your sdul to the gallows 
I wish | had.you in the street.’) . 

om. . Proceed ~proceed—good Mr, O'Reilly. 
"Tim. ‘Yet yourOnor, where did you say | was ? 

Com: You were going to tell us how the de- 

fendant’s father killed old grnmpy. (laughter.) 


Tim. Bad luck to that thief; he’s quite bewilder- 
ed me. 


Not here Mr.O’Re illy if you'll be so oblig. | 


you say, with Mr. Fagan, and the gun. 

Tim. Idid your Onor, and our dog Scabby, and 
we goes to Fagan’s haggard, where the poor ow!d 
sowl was, and so Mr. Fagan goes up to het, as she 
was lying on her back, and he says to her, * God 
be good unto me,’ and with the but end of the gun 
he gave her,a blow on the head that stopped her 
your Oner, and after that he borrys my knife, and. 
be the same token here it is (he produced an old 
pocket knife) and cut her throat; and so a devil a 
word more she spoke. . 

Com. My good fellow what has this to do with 
the defendant ? 


Tim. Whisht,and I"llte!ll you. Where was I ? 
Well, so after he shot the sow ; 
Com. He didn’t shoot her, but knocked her braris 


out, and then cut her throat. 

Tim. Well, thav’s the same thing sure, 

Com. It may be in Ireland, but act in this coan- 
try ; but come to the point. 

Tim. I'm coming as fast asa hors’d trot. Weill, 
| your Ouor, owld Fagan took the gun home, and never 
j returned it from that day to this. Myself came over 
jto this couutry to seek my fortune ; aud last Mar- 

tlemas | beard as my father hed gone to heaven, 
your honor; the Lord be merciful to him! 

Mr. Fagan again interfered im h's dry way: ‘ Be 
my conscience, if he’s gone to heaven, he’s the last 
of the O’Reillys that will travel that road.’ 

Tim. What's that you say,* you -——! 

Com. Never mind what he says, but finish your 
evidence. : 


Tim. Devil a word more I’ve to say, barrin one 
day, when IT went into Larry’s room there ; what 
should I see bnt the same owld gun, as my father 
lent to his father, and which was never returned, 
and which is my property, bekase it was my fath- 
er’s before me ; and its for the value of that same 
gun 1 brought him’to your worship. 


Com. Is that all you have got to say, Mr. O'R. 
Tim. It is, your worship, aud what more would 


you have a body say? 

Com. Not aword, you have said enough. Now 
| (turning to Mr. Larry Fagan) what have you to say 
| on this subject, 

Lirry. Not much your Onor. 

Com. The less the better; how do you account 
for the possession of this gun ? 

Larry. Aisy enough your worship. 

Com. Come, let us hear, have you got the gun 
in Court? 

Larry. To be sure ] have and a witness too ; 
that’s better than a gun. 

Com. Produce both, 


Larry. Mick, come in with the fowling piece ; 
land Mick,a carrotty headed bricklayer’s labourer, 
worked his way through the crowd to the presence 
of the Commissioner, with an old rusty musket in his 
hand. 

Com. Mr. O'Reilly, is that your gun. 

Tim. May be it sin’t. 

Com. Is it l ask you? 

Tim. Why, to be sure it is. 

Com. Well now, Mr. Fagan, call your witness. 

Larry. | needn’t call him, your Owor, for these 
i he is, (poiuting to Mick.) 
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com. Well, Mick, what’s your name besides 
Mick. 
Mick. Flannigan your Oner. 
; Com. Well Mr. Flannigan, what do you kaow 
»| of this gun ? 
Mick. A good dale your Onor. 

















Com. To whom does it belong ? 
i Mick. To Larry Fagan and bis father before hia 
to be sure, your Onor. 






































Com. How do youknow that ? 
Mick. Aisy enough, your Onor. 
Com. Wheu did you see it first : 























Mick. Och, a long time ago. 

Com. Where? ; 

Mick. At owld Mr. Fagan’s at Scullabogue, to 
be sure. 














Com. Can you remember how long ago. 

Mick. That } can’; but I knew it was quite a 
voung thing when [ first saw it. 

Com. Quite new I:suppose you mean, Mr. Flan- 
nigan. 

Mick. Faith I don’t your Reverence,I mane guite 

oung, for it was not the bigness of my hand, when 
clapped my two good looking eyes upon it. 

Com. You don’t mean to say it grew to its pres- 
ent size from something of a smaller description ? 

Mick. Don’c |, indeed, but I do, your Onor ; for 
if it was the last word I had te say, | remember it 
when it was nothing but a pocket pistol! A loud 
roar oflaughter here put the business of the Court 
to astand still, and the Commissioners themselves 
could no longer preserve their gravity. Mick look- 
ed astonished, for he did »ot seem advised of his 
having said any thing particularly humourous, but 
he was still mere astonished when he was ordered 
out of Court for his bare-faced impudence, and saw 
the gun safely delivered into the hands of Mr. 
O’ Reilly, who kissed it with as much fervour as if he 
had just recovered along lost relative. 

Mr. Fagan also looked amazed, at the failure of 
his ingenious defence, and went away swearing he 
would employ Lawyer Philips to briong the matter 
before the House ef Lords.— Lendon Paper. 
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DESPERATE ASSASSINS. 


A couple of desparadoes are traversing our coun- 
try and making dreadful havac of property and lives, 
of oldand young. They have already slain more 
- of the inhabitants than were slain in battles, and 
oe 4 perished in prison ships, during the American war ; 
and at the same time they have wasted more sub- 

stance than would pay the national debt. Their 
+ strength is invincible.—Their method of attack is to 
| strike people on the head; then instantly to trip up 
. their heels, pick their pockets, and continue their 
pg blows on the head until they have quite beat out 

Pe their brains. Though they infest publick houses 
chiefly, they are also at private closets of private 
ae | houses, in workshops of mechanics, and in the field 
ber of farmers. In some instances whole families have 
fallen victims to these murderers; nay, whole 
towns have been ravaged and ruined by them. One 

ae poor man hereabouts, that had formerly been ah 
aa industrious thriviog mechanic, has lately be-n mar- 
dered by them in a manner too shocking to relate ; 
and there are several others in the vicinity who have 
been lately attacked by them, robbed of their mon- 
ey, smitten on the brain pan, knocked down, and in 
ailrespects so violently handled, that an alarming 

stupor had succeeded, and they are already brought 
¢e death’s door. In a word, the country is in immi- 
nent danger, from a couple of outlandish miscreants, 
who mock at reason, tramiple upon the precious rights 
of men, and equally bid defiance to the law and 
gospel. The names of these two ruffians are Rom 
and BRAnpy—and we might add Warskey for a 
third, and all of these perfectly innocent and good 
if properly impreved. But the sin and guilt all les 
on the unfortunate victim who ruins himself by 
. | them.’ 
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ARABIAN NIGHTS. 
ss As the mean heat of a country, is said to be 
nearly ascertained by the mean heat of the sprivgs ; 
coare the genius and character ofa nation discover- 
ed by perusing their favourite books: for which rea- 
son ¥ advise you by all means topertse the Arabian 
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Nights Entertainments, before vou set out on your 
journey. Believe me, they contain much curi-. 
ovs and useful information. They are by many 
peeple, erroneously supposed to be a spurious 
production, and are therefore slighted in a man- 
ner they do not deserve. They were written, 
as I have before hioted, by an Arabian, and are 
universally read throughout Asia, by all ranks: of 
men, both old and young: eonsidered therefore as 
an original work, descriptive as they are, of the 
manners and customs of the east in general, and 
also of the genius and character of the Arabians in 
particular. They surely must be thought to merit 
the attention of the curious. Nor are they, in my 
opinion, entirely destitute of marit, in other respects: 
for although the extravagance of some of > stories 
are carried too far, yet on the whole, one cao! 
help admiring the fancy and invention of the author, 
in striking out such a variety of pleasing incidents. 
Pleasing I call them, because they have frequently 
afforded me much amusement, nor do I envy any 
man his feelings, who is abeve being pleased with 
them. But, before any person undertakes to decide 
upon the merit of these books, he should be eye. 
witness of the effect they produce upon those who 
best understood them. I have more than once 
seen the Arabians on the desert, sitting around a 
fire, and listening to these stories with such atten- 
tion and pleasure, as totally to forget the fatigue and 
hardship with which, a moment before, they were 
entirely overcome. In short not to dwell any 
longer on this subject, they are in the same estima- 
tion all over Asia, that the adventures of Don Quixote 
arein Spain. AndI am persuaded no man of any 
genius and taste, Would think of making the tour of 
that country without previously reading tha works 
of Cervanter."—Major Rooks Travels to the Coas, 
of Arabia, FELIX. 











Anecdote.—King Edward the fourth of Eng- 
land, says Sir Thomas Moore, was every way 
one of the completest persons of his age, tall, 
of fair complexion, and of majestic presence. 
Inthe fourteenth year of his reign, a free be- 
nevolence granted to maintain a war against 
France, he pleasantly demanded of a rich wid- 

ow what she would give him towards bearing 
the expenses of the war. ‘By my troth, quoth 
she, King, tho’rt een a hansom mon, and for 
thy lovely face thou sha’t ha twenty pounds.’ 
That sum being great in those days, and more 
by half than the King expected, he gave the 
widow thanks, and kindly saluted her; which 
had such an effect upon the old woman, that 
she replied, ‘Neay nw King, by th’ mass thou 
sha’t ha twenty pounds more,’ and she paid it 
accordingly. 
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TWO CHARACTERS. 


You have doubtless observed, in the course 
of your acquaintances with the world, two 
characters equally opposite, and equally disa- 
ereeable—I mean the overfond, and the brutal 
husband, the Fondlewife and the Crabtree of 
matrimony. I was in company the other eye- 
ning where those twe characters met, and 
formed such a striking contrast, as could not 
fail attracting the attention of all present. Mr. 
Fondlewife sat the whole evening next his cara 
sposa, and was incessantly squeezing her hand, 
and saying, My angel, how do you do ? my life, 
I fear you are not well. Shall I get you some 
hartshorn drops or some salts ? Come my lamb 
1 think you look a little better ;? then giving 
her akiss, ‘I hope you will recover,’ or ‘shall ! 
order you a chaise ” 

Such a fulsome dialogue, or rather soliloquy, 
with its accompaniments, was completely dis- 
gusting ; but not quite so insupportable as the 
behaviour of Mr. Crabtree, who sat directly 
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opposite in every sense to Mr. Fondlewife. 
Whenever Mr. Crabtree began to speak, he 
interrupted her with ‘ hold your tongue, you 


fool ; don’t expose yourself.” When she en- 
deavoured to go on, in saying, * pray Mr. 
Crabtree, give me leave to tell my story,’ he 
would immediately vociferate—* Oh d—n sueh 
stories as yours! they are all alike, and not 
worth listening to.’ ‘ But, Mr. Crabtree, I 
don’t want you to listen,’ she would reply ; I 
was speaking to this lady.’ ‘ Was you ” said 
Mr. Crabtree, I am very sorry for it ; but that 
lady has too mueh sense to hearken to your 
nensense.’ 

‘Then poor Mrs. Crabtree was silenced, and 
her husband, as usual, obtained his triumph. 
Such characters, I know, sir, are often to be 
met with ; bat they are seldom so completely 
contrasted in the same groupe, which rendered 
this event the more remarkable, and made me 
conclude, if the Fondlewifes id the Crabtrees 
were not equally reprehensivle, they were at 
least equally ridiculous. 

How naturally the judicious reader wil! draw 
the following conclusion. That the happy 
medium is to be deveutly aimed at, and that 
the incessant fond spouse, and the perpetually 
snarling spouse, should be held up as beacons 
to married men, to avoid Charibdis, and not 
splifon Scyila. 
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A DISSERTATION ON BROOMS. 

Perhaps ao article of furniture is more necessary, 
or more generally used by the industrious aud tidy 
housewife, than the Broom: especially if we include 
inthe term all the various instruments employed 
for expelling dust: such as the corn, the birch, and 
the bristle broom, together with innumerable brashes 
that are in daily use—from the well furnished toilet 
of the tasty Miss, down to the loquacious barber, or 
sable boot-black. It would be a very curious as 
well as an important inquiry, to trace out the origin 
of brooms, and mark the gradual and great improve- 
ments that have from time to time been made in 
their construction ; but it is not intended here to 
say al! the subject is capable of producing. That 
the broom has been used manv hundred, yea, many 
thousand years, is not merely problematiea!, —it is 
certain, The Witch of Endor is often represented as 
holding a broom, and history tells us, that in some 
of the eastern Islands it is there an object of wor- 
ship: be this as it may, it is not an implement of the 
least consideration among the moderns, In an old 
collection of songs written about the ninth century 
is the following. 


** There was an old woman toss’d up in a blanket, 
Ninty nine times as high as the moon: 

Where she was going no body could tell, but— 
Under her arm she had aa old broom, 

Old woman, old woman, old woman, said I, 
Where are you going up there £0 high ; 

In haste the old woman made this short reply,— 

“To sweep away cobwebs from off of the sky.” 


Now as this is the relation ef an affair which ac- 
tually occured, for it carried truth in its very face, 
brooms were evidently then in use, and used too by 
women. The object of the old matron leads also to 
another fact, and one which I have always thought 
probable,—viz: Thal spiders built cobwebs in the sky. 
—(But_more of this in another number. ) 

For the diseovery of birch breoms we are unques- 
tionably indebted .to the copper colored sons of the 
forest. At what time they were brought into use, is 
not known, but probably some centuries since, This 
enemy to dust held its sway for many years in defi- 
ance of the more elegant corn broom; a which 
| think, beautifully illustrates the power of prejudice, 
and our attachment to ancient Customs: utility at 
length however, predominated, and the once admir- 
ed birch broom, isnow entirely relinquished, except 
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for the degrading purpose of clearing an oven from jtical vanity of a base copyist.—The article al- 


its cineritious matter, hence the appropriate appli- 
cation, ‘oven broom.’ At length came the corn 
broom, and with it the downfall of spider-supremacy. 
This little insect, which from time immemorial had 


held undisputed the varios corners of every room, | quotation, is possessed of more spleen than 
was all at ouce overpowered by the ‘nsinuating fibres dramatic taste, and is more ready to condemn 


of the corn broom 


Where is thy dwelling now, poor spider tell, 
There’s not a place on earth where you can dwell 
And should you soar beyond the silvet moon, 
You'll find already there, the carsed broom. 

l am inclined to believe also, that to the destruc- 
tion of these insects, by this instrument is owing te 
the old saying, that— ’ 

* Broom is a woman’s weapon.” 

Instead of its obtaining thot name, because the 
fairer sex in a few instances, have been known to 
beat their husbands a little over the shoulcers. Of 
the bristle broom little need be said ; they it is true, 


have put their predecessors a little in the back ground ously, 
by occupying a brass button at the s:de of the par- and had we read the paragraph which we have 
y pionacle| queted above, it might have excited laughter, 


lour fire, gilt and ribboned up tothe ve: 
of gewgawism, still the good old corn broom main- 
tains its hard earned rank, and is always resorted to 
whenever dust shows any signs of rebellion. {! can- 
not however quit the subject, without adverting to 
that base and unmannerly practice of converting the 
trusty broom hanale into a mop-staff, when the 
faithful brush has sunk under the wear of time. 
This shows a total disregard of services past, and a 
selfish principle execrable in the extreme, And be- 
sides, | always felta great regard for an old broom, 
it seems to teach the final destination of all things, 
I well remember an old broom that had been used 
iD my room along time, but at last it failed,—and 
could not resist the following meditations, as I turn- 
ed its short stump several times over. I believe a 
few tears escaped my eyes, but here it is 


Poor broom, thy playful days «re past, 

Thou art worn down, and must retire at last. 

Yet not without a murmur, | regret 

Thy fall, dear broom, still what remains shall set 

In some snug safe retreat, in honor held, 

Where cares from thee, poor'broom,-hail be dispell’d. 

No angry passions there shall haunt thy soul, 

But virtue shall, thy future days controul ; 

There thou shalt set, all wants shall be supplied, 

Thy bed be made, thy food be at thy side. 

Some cautious durse shal] soothe {hy aching head, 

The softest down shall be thy nightly bed. 

Thy garments shall of finest silks be made, 

And round thy neck. a chain of diamonds aid. 

And when at last, no hand thy life can save, 

Pll chaunt a reqaium ‘oer thy priocely gra ve, 

A marble stone shall mark thy sacred tomb, 

Av epitaph shall say,—‘here lies the sey broom.” 

. W. L. 
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*¢ We hear that an attempt has been made to 








coerce the Managers of the Theatre, into a 
temporary engagement of A Mr. Persy.”— 
Evening Gazette. 

We regret that we cannot put the name of 
Shakspeare, Bacon, or Addison, at the foet of 
the above elegant extract.—Such is the auda- 
cous insolence of the writer,that he deserves no 
other notice than that which would be award- 
ed to an hireling proser of Grabb street. 

The writer of the above quotation may rest 
assured,that such language as he uses, will ne- 
ver benefit the cause which he has thought 
proper to espouse. The mean and weak at- 
tempt to degrade Mr. Pelby in the estimation 
of the public, by the contemptuous expression 
of A Mr. Pelby, has been so often resorted to, 
that it merely shows, at the present day a faint 


aitempt in the writer to resort to the hypercri-| any assistance to the Poor woman, orto in. 


‘and is well known by the ‘play going people’ 
of Boston, as many others who have appeared 
‘with eclat, on the boards of our Theatre, and it 
is the height of folly, for any scribbler to come 
forward at the present day, and denounce his 
merits,anc at the same time attempt to strength- 
en his denounciation by a vain attempt to dero- 
gate from the talent of Mr. P. as an actor, un- 
der the paltry subterfuge of speaking contempt- 
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body whom Nobody perhaps knows, shews very 


jthan to commend. _ Mr. Pelby has been a pub- 


gagement from the Managers of the Thea- 


Ei play. 


luded to, which was written by one Mr. Some- 


plainly, that A Mr. Somebody who penned the 


lic character during a long succession of years, 


Were we in the situation of Mr. Pelby, 


but surely nothing more. 

Since writing the above paragraphs, we un- 
derstand that Mr. Pelby has obtained an en- 
tre. This circumstance must afford a source 
of gratification to every one who delights ir: 
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We amused ourselves iast Thursday, by 
making a bit of a Thanksgiving calculation,the 
result of which is as follows :—Admitting the 
inhabitants of this good city to consist of 40,000 
and that each one upon an average, eat one 
pound of poultry on that devouring day, we 
have eaten 40,000 Ibs. of the average price of 
10 cts. which would amonnt to $4000 for one 
days dinner.—This would be doubled—trebled 
—nay quadrupled it we add the trimmings, and 
expences of cooking, which would bring it up 
to $16,000. Whatasum for one days dinner ! 
We have seen a notice lately, that a leafned 
German Prefessor had written an elaborate 
treatise to prove that Adam was 193 feet high, 
and Eve, 118 feet. Nowwe should like to know 
what it would probably cost to give 40,000 
such ladies and gentlemen a Thanksgiving din- 
ner. 3 
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CHARADE. 
My first, produc’d on handsome trees, 
Is pleasing to the eye; 
My second, will yeur child appease, 
Though much dispes’d to cry, 
My whole sometimes, concludes the treat, 
When folks have stuff’d themselyes with meat. 


ITEMS OF NEWS. 


Firne.—The dwelling house of Robert Batber, Esq 
in Andover, N, H. was destroyed by fire on Satur- 
day the 20th ult. together with about 3 fourths of 
its contents. Logs estimated at $2000. 

Electors in Iilinois.—ln the Edwardsville district, 
the elector in favor of Mr. Adams, is chosen, and 
in the two other districts the Jack-on electors. 

An unfortunate sccident happened io Newbury- 
street on Saturday evening. A poor woman named 
Daly, quite advanced in years, who resides in Sweet- 
zet’s Court, was walking near the head of Hay ward 
Place, when she was struck by a chaise, ia which 
two gentlemen were riding at a swift pace, was 
knocked down and had her arm broken, her shoulder 
dislocated, and her face severely injured. Itis doubt- 
ful whether she will recover from her wounds. The 
accident happened about six o’clock, We know not 
whether it is to be attributed to the carelessness of 
the gentlemen in the Chaise, or to the darkness of 
the evening. The gentlemen did not stop to afford 
' the 
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extent of the injury she had suffered, 
they had no knowledge of the accident.— Daily Adv. 




















inst- Mr. James Sturtevant, aged 21 years. 
crossed the river in a boat, for the parpoue of pur- 
chasing some article, and to borrow a saw for the 
purpose of repairing the mill dam, and was return- 
ing, when he ventured too near 
carried over. 
boat, asa bottle and the saw were found in the boat 
when taken up below the dam: and had he remain, 
ed in the boat himself, he would in all probability 
have been saved 
tion of a large rock, in the middle of the river; but 
before ne could gain it, he sunk 
never more to rise. ! 
o’clock the same day, and ‘on the Monday following, 
conveyed to his friendsin Vershire, and there buried. 


dressing business in Lyman, 
pects, was one of the best of workmen, and: promis: ° 
ing young man.— Haverhill Intel. 


| quaintance a firm friend. 
| displayed by him, 


it is possible 
United Slates Branch Bank.—The massy granite 


Coloumns of ‘the portico of this edifice have been 
successfully raised by Mr, M‘Clenen, rigger, in the 
presence of a large number of spectators. 


In the Board of Aldermen. on. Monday, it was or- 


dered that thirty dollars be allowed to the master of 
the House of Correction, to furnish a Thanksgiving 
Dinner to the unfortunate inmates of said House. 


John W. Webster, M. D. of this city, has been ap- 


poiuted Lecturer on Chemistry, Mineralogy and Ge- 
ology, at Harvard University. 


DrowneED in the’ Connecticut River on the 20th 
He had 


the dam, and was 
It is supposéd he leaped from the 


>? 


He was seen swimming in direc- 


in 15 feet water, 
His body was found about 3 


Mr. Sturtevant had lately commenced the cloth- 
with flattering pros- 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. | 
A valuable communication dated at Bowdoin 





College was received yesterday. Our own 


sentiments fully accord with these of the wri- 
ter, and we hope he will continue to favor us 
with his correspondence. We are compelled 
for want of room to defer the publication of 
the article until next Saturday, when it shall 
appear. 

Two communications from “ Benjamin” are 
received, but are unavoidably postponed until 
next week for want of room. 





RIED, . 

In this city, Rev. Theodore Edson to- Miss Re< 
becca Jane Parker, daughter of the late Bishop P. 
Mr. Jarvis Clapp to Miss Mary F. Copeland. Mr 
John P. Whitwell to Mrs. Mary Thornton.’ Mr. 
Mr. Henry Vincent, to Miss Sarah Dinsmore;- Mr- 
samuel Edgerly to Miss Sarah Dickson. Mr. John 
Patterson to Miss Eunice Wheelwright. Mr. Fran- 
cis Tully, jun, to Miss Lucinda Gowin. Mr, James 
Cook to Miss Elizabeth Smith. Col. Russel Jarvis 
to Miss ‘Sarah Elizabesh Cordis. Mr. Hamphrey W. 
Smith to Miss Aguis W. Siavonds. Mr. Isaac Hal! to 
Viss Anne Payson. Mr. Samuel Cushing to Mias 
Susan Bascal]. “Mr. Lorenzo S. Cragin to Miss Susau 
Myler. 

DIED, 

In this city,—Mr. Harvey Frencn, of Haver- 
hill, N. H.and formerly of Braintree. In the death 
of Mr. French, society has lust a valuable member, 
an affectionate wife a fond husband, and his ac- 
The exemplary character 
previous to his premature depart- 
ure from us, is not merely a salutary. warning to 
those who are stricken with the hand of death and 
left behind to mourn his loss, for it teaches upto 


| those who are to follow inthe same course, the ines- 


timable value of a redeeming salvation, 

Mr, Samuel Bright, aged 36. Miss Catharine 
Lovell, aged 17,- Miss Sarah Salsbury, aged 49. 
Mrs. Eliza Wise, aged 77. Mr. Simon Dean. Mrs, 
Bathsheba Trott, aged 42. Miss Ann Lloyd Davis, 
aged 16. Charles Edward Wheelwright, aged 11 
months 

In New-Orleans, on the 19th Sept. of yellow fe**”, 
ver, Mr. Robert Briggs, printer, aged 28. 

Oft has the weary Printer lock’d 
Deaths Daily Record in his Chase, > 
Now Death bas lock’d the Priujer* tp, 

Within his cold and sad embrace: 
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CABINET OF APOLLO. 


THE BRIDE.—A Sonwet. 
A holy softness glisten’din her eyes, 
As bright in tearful smiles the new-made bride 
Survey’d the wedded lover by her side, 
Now link’d to her for ever with the ties 


Of Heaven’s own blest cementing, and with sighs 
That breathed’ of speechless fondness she replied 


To his enraptured words, and strove to hide 
Those sweet effusions which at times would rise 
To dim her radiant glances, like the dews 
That fallon summer’s mornings, and bespeak 
The heart’s o’erflowing transport,while the hues 
Of love's celestial paiating softly break 

Oe’r her fair cheek, and add a blushing grace 
To each divine expression of her face. A. S, 


CANZONET. 
As peaceful as infant's sleep 
The oceat’s glassy surface lies ; 
No breath digturbs the silent deep, 
Save the light zephyr’s gentle sighs : — 
With noiseless flight the sea-mew soars, 
Orin the mild wave dips her wing ; 
No sound is heard along the shores 
But surges softly murmuricg. 


This holy rest our bosoms prove, 
Till rous’d by passioa’s witching numbers ; 
Thus sleep our hearts till wak’d by love, 
As calm and waveless are their slumbera. 
But, when we feel Love’s magic spell, 
They throb as widely as the ocean 
When the hoarse winds its bosom swell, 
And leave its billows in commotion. 


M.J.S. 


— 


ST. ROMAULD. 

A TALE BY SOUTHEY. 

One day, it matters not to know 
How many hundred years ago, 


A Spaniard stopt at a,persada door ; 
The landlord came to welcome him, and chat 


Of this and that, 


Fer he had seen the traveller there before. 


Does holy Romauld dwell 
Yet in this cell ? 


The traveller ask’d ; or is the old man dead ? 


He has left his loving Mock, and we 
So good a christian never more shall see ; 
The landlord answer ’d, and he shook his head. 


Ah, sir! we knew his worth, 

If ever there did live a saint on earth ! 
Why sir, he always us’d to weara shirt 
For thirty days, all seasons day and night. 
Good man, he kuew it was not right 

For dust aud ashes to fall out with dirt ; 
And then, he only hung it out in the rain, 
And put it on again. 


There us’d to be rare work 


With bim and the devil, there, ia yonder cell ; 


For Satan us’d to maul him like a Turk ; 
There they would sometimes fight, 
All thro’ a winters night, 
From sunset until morn ; 
He with across, the devil with his horn: 
The devil, spitting fire, with might and main, 
Enough to make St. Michael half afraid ; 
He splashing holy water, till he made 
His red hide hiss again; 
And the hot vapour fill’d the little cell, 
This was so common, that his face became 
All black and yellow, with the brimstone flame. 
And then he smelt, O lord, how he did smell! 
Then sir, to see how he would mortify 
The flesh ! If any one had dainty fare, 
Good man, be would come there, 
And look at all the delicate things, and cry, 
O belly, belly, 
You would be gormandizing now, I know, 
But it shall not be so ; 
Home to your bread and water,—home | tell ye. 


But, qnoth the traveller, wherefore did he leave 
A flock that knew his saintly worth so well ? 
Why, said the landlord, sir, it so befel, 

He heard, unluckily, of our intent 

To do him a great honour, and you know, 

He was not covetous of fame below, 

And so by stealth one night, away he went. 


What might that honour be? the traveller cried, 
Why sir, the host replied, 

We thovght that he might one day leave us; 
And then, should strangers have 
The good man’s grave?. 

A loss like that would naturally grieve us,— 
For he’ll be made a saint of to be sure ; 
Therefore, we tho’t it prudent to secure 
His relics while we might ; 

And so we meant to sfrangle him one night. 


a Pee 
hhight Readings. 


A methodist preacher was once seized with 
a fancy for converting the Jews, and inyited 
them to attend his chapel, to hear him preach. 
Severai attended the call. In the course of 
his sermon to them, he took occasion to de- 
scribe our Saviour’s entry into Jerusalem, of 
which he gaye rather a new yersion. ‘ He 
entered the city,’ said he, mounted on a mag- 
nificent charger, covered with purple hous- 
lings, and decked with trappings of gold and 
silver” One of his fleck, who knew the facts 
of the case, could not stand this: ‘Why, 
brother,’ cried he, ‘ it was upon an ass that he 
rode.’ * And if it was,’ replied the preacher, 
reddening with indignation, * should we be the 
first to expose the circumstance, and that be- 
fore such a company.’ 


Messiuers. Smiths—Every body knows that 
Smith isa very common name, but hardly any 
body would have thought of turning its com- 
monness to account in suchja queer and cruel 
way as a ‘gentleman’ did the other night, at 
one of the theatres. Entering the pit at half 
price, and finding every seat occupied, he 
bawled out ‘Mr. Smith’s house is on fire,’-—in 
an instant, upwards of twenty Mr. Smiths rush- 


ed out of the pit, and our wicked wag, chuck- 
ling at the success of his stratagem, ceolly took 
possession of ome of the vacated seats.—Lon. 


paper. 


A NOTE FOR oe CURIOUS. 


once had—on both I set great store—and a 
lent my—and took his word therefor—to my 
ask’d my—nought but words I got—of my lost 
my—for sue him I would not—and my 

money friend 
At length my—which pleased me well—came 
I got my—away quite from me fell—but my 
If 1 had—as I had once before—and a I'd keep 
my—and play the fool ne more—and my 


Man has natarally an aversion to labour ; but 
by contriving to avoid labour, he cannot avoid 
misery. By exchanging the manual arts for 
more elegant Occupations, he only exchanges 
one kind of fatigue for another ; if to avoid 
fatigue of ull kinds, he determines to live 
wholly idie, he is more miserable yet. 

He who aims at universal knowledge, may 
know about many things, but he will properly 
know nothing. 

He that effects to distinguish himself by 
singularities that are hurtful to society, gives 
an indubitable proof of a little mind, that has 
no other power of gratifying its vanity. 

A bigot is, what? Imagine every thing that 
is weak, mean, cruel, ridiculous in man, and 
the question is answered. 


—_—--—- 


NEW SONG BOOK. 
UST PUBLISHED, and for sale at T. M. 
Baxer’s Circulating Library Charlestown, 
at Atten & Warts’ office, No. 11 Merchants’ 
Hall, and at the various Bookstores in this city, 
the Charms of Melody, or, Siren Medley, be- 
ing acollection of Ancient and Modern Songs, 
some of which have never before appeared in 
print. ‘The first number contains sixty pages, 
on good paper, with handsome type, and will 
be continued quarterly, if sufficient encourage- 
ment isreceived. Price 25 cts. Nov: 20. 


Beston Pocket-Book, and Fancy J/Mo- 


rocco Work Manufactory. 

Bee DYER (directly opposite the Old South) 

is constantly manufacturing, and offers for sale, a 
great variety of 

LADIES’ 

Pocket-Books, Thread Cases, Reticules, Card Cases, 
Miniature and Locket Cases, Back Gammon Boards, 
&c. &c. on the most reasonable terms, for cash or 
credit. March 27. 


MEMOIRS OF LA FAYETTE. 
FEW copies of the Life of LA FAY- 
ETTE for sale at this office. Nov. 13. 
TOM AND JERRY. 
FEW copies of Tom and Jerry, for 
Lt sale at this office. 


PRINTED ano PUBLISHED, 
BY ALLEN & WATTS, ; 

No. 11, Merchants’ Hall, where Subscriptions 

will be received. 

Terms—TWO DOLLARS per annum—half yearly 
in advance. No paper discontinued until order- 
ed by the subscriber, and arrearages paid. 
(pLetters to the publishers must be post-paid. 
(p-Communicatiogs will be received through the 

Post- Office. abt 





